HISTORICAL POEMS

From The Mirror for Magistrates, The Induction,
I559-I57I
Led by Sonow the Pod visits the place of ihe dead
I shall thee guide first to the grisly lake,
And thence unto the blissful place of rest.
Where thou shalt see, and hear, the plaint they make
That whilom here bare swinge among the best:
This shalt thou see: but great is the unrest
That thou must bide, before thou canst attain
Unto the dreadful place where these remain.
And, with these words, as I upraised stood,
And 'gan to follow her that straight forth pacM,
Ere I was ware, into a desert wood
We now were come, where, hand in hand embracM,
She led the way, and through the thick so trac'd,
As, but I had been guided by her might,
It was no way for any mortal wight.
But lo, while thus amid the desert dark
We passed on with steps and pace unmeet,
A rumbling roar, confiis'd with howl and bark
Of dogs, shook all the ground under our feet,
And struck the din within our ears so deep,
As) half distraught, unto the ground I fell,
Besought return, and not to visit HelL
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